

The Hiflory of 

I am ashot aS molten Lead, and as heavy too.God kccpe LcaJ 
out of me, I need no more weight then mine own bowels j 
have led my rag ot Muffians where they arepeperd ther’s not 
three of my 1 5 o.lefc alive,and they arc for the to wnes end to 
beg during life. But who comes heere ? Smer T^-r'me 
Prin. what ftandft thou idle heere ? lend me thy S word, 
Many a Nobleman lies ftarke and ftiflfe,. ! ' 

Linder the hooves of vaunting enemiesj 
VVhole deaths are yetunreyengd,! prethee lend me thy fword. 

Fal.O Hall prethee give me leave to breathe a while, 
Ghffory never did fuch deeds in armes;as I have done this day. 
1 have payd I have made him (ure; 

Fri»e.He is indecd,and living to kill thee ^ , 

I prethee lend me thy i word* ' ; i :. 

-F^/.Nay beforeGod,H4/,if Percy be alive,thou get ft not m’v 
fword, but take my piftoll if thou wilt. 

Prr«.Giveitme : what I is it in the cafe ? . \ 

Fal. I Haly tis hbt,there’s that wil 1 lacke a City . - 

The Prince drawes it out^ andfindes it abattellofS^acke, 
Fm.Whatisitatimctojeftanddally now ? * 

• Hethrorves the Bottle at him. Sxit. 

Pal. If Percy be alive, i ie pierce him.ifhc dot come in my 
way,fo: if he doe not,iH come in his vyillingly, let him make 
a Carbonado ofme. I like not fuch grinning honour as fir fvd- 
if^.hathigive melifc,whtchiflcanfave,fo : if not, honotir 
comesunlook’tfor,andtliere’s an end;. 

.Alarme^excarlieHty Prince, John d 

Lancafter, WEearle of Weftmerland. 
prethee Harry withdraw thy felfe,thou bleedeft too 
much ; Lord lohnoi Laneaftery^ozyoM with him. 

F.7o^«.NotI,myLord, unlefleldid bleed too. * 

^ P rin.l befeech your Maj efty make up. 

Left your retirement doe amaze your friends. 

Ki.l will doe fo my tVe^merland^tiei him to his Tent 
^^7?.Come,tny Lord, i’le lead you to your Tent. 
‘Prt'wtf.Lead me,my Lord, I de not need your helpc^ 

^And God forbid a ihallow fcratch fhould drive 


Henry the Fourths 

•yhe Prince of fVales from fuch a field as this, 

Where ftaynd Nobility lies treden on. 

And Rebels Armestriumph in maflacres. 

lohn.W£ breathe too long, come coufin Weftmerland, 
Ourduty this way lies : For Gods fake come. 

Trim By God, thou haft deceiv’d me, 

!• did not thinke thee Lord of foch a fpirit j 
Before,! lov’d thee as a brother,/<>^. 

But no w I dee refpeft thee as my foule, : 

Ktny^X faw him hold Lord Percy zx. the poynt ; 

With maintenance then I did lookc for 

’ Offuchanungrowne Warricr. 

Frw.Ojthis Boy lends metall to us all. . Pxit. 

D«r. Another King , they grow like Hydras heads , 
lam the fatall to all thofe 

That weare thofe colours onthem.What art thou 
Thatcounterfeitftthe perfon ofa King ? 

Kinglet King himfclfe, who Dowglas grieves atheart. 
So many of his ftiadowcs thou haft met. 

And not the very King i I have two Boyes 
Seeke Percy and thy felfe,about the Field ; 

But feeing thou fall’ ft on me fo luckily, 

I will affay thee : and defend thy felfe. 

Dml fearc, thou art another Counterfeit • 

And yet in faith thou bear’d thee like a King ; 

But mine lam furc thou art,who ere thou be,: 

Andthus I winne thee. 

They fight, the King being in danger. Enter Prince of Wales, 
‘?nw<r.Hold up thy head, vile Scot, orthouart like 
Nevertoholditupagaine, thefpirits 
Ofvaliant Sherly ,St^ord,Blmt in my Armes, 

It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee. 

Who never promifeth,but he meancs to pay. 

They fight, Doveglasfiieth, • 
CheerelymyLordjhow fares your Grace ? 

hath for fuccour fent. 

And fo hath flifton • i’le to Clifton ftrait^ 

■^»%Stay,and breath a while, 
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